Late Life Latus 
poems by DEWnada 


Dedicated to Winston. The Good, True & Beautiful incarnated as a poodle. 


The Five Lying Aggregates 


Poetically adapted and amplified by DEWnada 


from a teaching by Tashi Nyima 


The form-body tells me where I am. 
The sensation-body tells me how I am. 
The perception-body tells me what I am. 
The volition-body tells me why I am. 


The cognition-body tells me that I am. 


These all change, then rearrange. 
I am neither-nor. I am more. 
Empty awareness pervades 
through all these lying charades. 
When I am, I am That. 


But I am Thus... PHAT! 


However much you indulge, does not provide satisfaction. 

However good things may appear to be, does not mean they are stable or reliable. 
However much things seem to appear, they do not exist in the way that they appear. 
However much you are attached, brings that much suffering. 

However much you engage in physicality, brings that much more exhaustion. 
However much you talk, brings that many more concepts. 

However much you think, brings that much more uneasiness. 

Always protect your mind. 


-- Heart Advice by The Great Mipham Rinpoche 


Home/Bound 


The Devil’s in the details. 
The God is in the (w)hole. 
The Universe is senile. 


Return to me my Soul. 


Marry me; 
Bury me; 


Carry me home. 


Sammasam 


The madness unquenched 
Concocting concocts the lock 


Sammasambuddhay 


Sammasambuddhay 
Dharmapalas on all sides 


Fortressed thus abide 


Jah Hum Bam Ho Ho! 
The subtle cosmic joking 


Provoking kensho 


Argh, I don’t like it. 
O well, holy hell, live it. 


Take this scroll. Eat it. 


The all-sufficient 
singular white remedy 


view is vine & wine. 


AVVE 


Aweful or Awe-full? 
Yum, fun’s young. Yuck, fuck this muck. 
Look, know thus, then die. 


Ailment ales on sale 
Alignment allotments not 


Twitter twaddle twats 


Anathema Anna 


Anathema Anna thinks Church law is bananas. 
She kicks dogmaticks with the Word that she spits. 


Unreasonableness exempts her from canons. 


Anathema Anna 

thinks Church law is bananas. 
She kicks dogmaticks 

with the Word that she spits. 


Unreasonabliss exempts her from canons. 


Through tumah tumults 
the soul spewing insults. 
Paul saw 

the plague: law. 


Exalt the occult for results. 


Dadaist dribble 


4 the Worm 
WILL.... V v vw 
The wurm 
in Za neurons 
Knows the con goin’ on 
Sees the Ohr score’"* 
Going ist going ist going thud 
goingest 
the Further Shore 
scored by a dizzy Satie 
sati pyre — higher higher 
Wesley said everything has 
a fire switch in its substance, 
A denotator for Christ’s angel 


Hu Is 
HD me 
Cause | can’t find me 


Kunt want is gone 
But I’m still murky 


Fuck me 


Never mind 
PII die in fuzz 


